["When we went overland..."] by Kasper, M.
“ Some of the  most in te restin g  experiences I had on my 
trip  to  the o th e r sid e  of the  w orld  were experiences 
I  d id n ’t th in k  I h a d . ”  ~ R ic h a r d  Foreman
When, we w ent overland from  Izm ir to In d ia  in  1970 
we h a d  to  le a rn  to  liv e  w ith  very l i t t le  privacy . We 
stayed  in  cheap hotels where the to ile t was down th e  
h a ll. On the  s tre e ts  we w ere  w atched  and fo llow ed. 
O nce, in  P a k is ta n , i t  really  got to  u s .
We were w aiting  fo r a t r a in  in  L a h o re , s i t t in g  o n  a  
bench, our packs between our knees and the tem perature 
over a h u n d re d . Slow ly a  crowd of young men gathered 
u n ti l  th e re  were f i f te e n  or so in  a  sem i-circle around 
u s . We were c u rio s itie s  and they were cu rio us. B u t 
poor, very p o o r. They had grown up against trem endous 
odds, the biggest o f  w hich was p o v e rty . T hey  ju s t  
stood and s ta re d  at u s . I t got k ind o f  scary , f i n a l ly  
M ary  tu rn e d  to the n earest guy  and asked , “ Do y o u  
speak E n g lish  ? ” He g es tu re d  y e s  . “ Look , ” she 
sa id , “ w e’re  people too, j u s t  lik e  you. I t ’s uncomfortable 
w ith  a ll of y o u  s ta n d in g  a ro u n d  looking a t  u s . The 
guy sa id  som eth ing  in  Punjabi to  th e  o th e rs  and th e  
crowd melted away.
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